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INTRODUCTION 

 

 

Man is a creative animal. Art is the manifestation of man. It is the creative 

impulse which distinguishes him from the beasts, something he has been 

doing for aeons. If we go back to the dawn of history of the human race we 

will find that the earliest man was in the habit of placing a hand on the walls 

of his cave and blowing a black dye over it. He would then take his hand 

away, leaving an imprint of what was once there, an indelible impression that 

is still visible today, for in this primitive act he was proving his existence: he 

knew that although he would perish and decay his artwork would live on long 

after he had gone. Surely this is the reason behind all art: to claim a quasi-

immortality in a vast, ever-changing world. Man may belong to the temporal 

plane, but his art is eternal, if it is not ravaged by a destructive, jealous hand, 

or the savage passage of time. So in modern man this urge continues; seek-

ing always to express himself, committing his creative impulse to canvas, 

wall, paper, stone, plaster, or whatever medium he chooses. 

   This book is such an instance. It is a manifestation of my mind, my creative 

endeavours brought down to this plane. It may not have a deep, long lasting 

impact like the cave-dwellers but it will still be here long after I have gone. It 

contains all my ideas, all my thoughts, nay, all my obsessions, over the 

years; a concretisation of all that I am, all that I have become, and all that I 

hold valuable in life. 

    The Id of the title is here the fulcrum of the instinctual drive, a deep desire 

to go beyond the human by perpetuating life beyond the body; however, not 

necessarily in human form, but through an act of creation I brought about my 

children; my little books, my pieces of art, being prime examples. I gave birth 

to them (sometimes accompanied by pain, equal to, if not greater than, a 

woman’s natural birth) but in a perverse way, hence the title. 

    This book was originally conceived nearly twenty years ago as being 

representative of my work and interests, as well as a reflection of those 

interests through the creative expression. I can now say I have finally 

completed the task, albeit somewhat late, but at least I have arrived at a 

stage whereby I am reasonably satisfied, and can now rest, on this day my 

fifty-fifth birthday. 

 

Jon Lange 

30/04/19 
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NOTES TO THE FOREGOING 

 

1. All lyrics reproduced in this book have been extracted from my own personal archive. The songs were originally written 

for a musical collective I was trying to get together (between 1994 to 2001) called Géh and the Azi Damp. Unlike a 

proper band, recording albums and touring, etc., the Dampers—as I prefer to call them—were going to be a project 

exploring soundscapes conducive for invoking the sexual current. The idea was to break away from traditional 

instruments and diversify by using drills, hammers, chainsaws, etc., glasses, tubes, zithers, Theremins, keys, spoons, 

even various parts of the body (slapping and tapping thighs, buttocks and heads, etc.); no object was anathema to the 

band's (I use that term loosely) musical output. Ultimately this idea failed as few were willing to experiment; prospective 

members were more interested in being in a proper band, with hopes of fame and glory on the horizon.  

   A derivation of the name is perhaps in order. According to ancient Parsee tradition the demon goddess Géh, who 

typified menstruation, was the herald of all evil in this world. She was blamed for catastrophes. She threatened the 

world periodically with her deadly deluge, the Azi Damp, i.e. her offspring, typified by the menses. It is for this reason, to 

ward off her fatal threat, that Parsees today still keep a candle lit 24 hours a day. The band could derive some pleasure 

from calling themselves after the goddess of menstruation and her brood, as the word ‘Géh’ if not pronounced correctly 

sounds like ‘gay,’ not that any members were, especially the frontman, but it would have been amusing to have him 

wear a T-shirt emblazoned with the slogan ‘I am not Géh,’ should they ever have performed live, which they did not. 

   The lyrics in this section pertain to three vinyl LPs, all of which only reached the conceptual stage and never went 

beyond that. What demo tapes were made are now regrettably lost, so there is no possibility of them ever coming to 

fruition now. Instead, I have chosen to give a visual representation of each song on the following pages in chronological 

order, track by track. 

   The first album was due to be called The Piss and Shit Factory, sporting the body of a naked woman (torso only) on 

both the front and back, with no lettering except on the spine. What is the significance of the title? The clue is in the 

picture: the human body, for it does nothing but produce piss and shit. It is the factory. Both sides are dedicated to each 

respectively; her backside for the ‘shit’ side, and her pubic area for the ‘piss’ side which opens with the spoken intro 

‘We’re all staring …’ labelled ‘Track 0.’ The page given here was to form the frontispiece to the lost book. See note 38. 

2. I Want To Drink Your Piss, the first proper track on side 1, is about a man who is so obsessed with a woman he 

eventually undertakes an alchemical experiment on her urine which he then consumes; now she will never leave him 

again because she is not only in him but he has become her! Note, the word 'piss' is never heard and is drowned out by 

the screeching guitars. We only just hear the first letter and that's all. 

3. Period Call is a ballad. Think Johnny Cash, the man in black, sitting on a bar stool under a solitary light in a fog of 

smoke, talking rather than singing, with acoustic guitar, female backing vocals on chorus. The song is self-explanatory. 

4. I Can’t Come is a modern version of the old song by the Snivelling Shits. Considered a bit of a joke band, I always loved 

Giovanni Dadomo's voice and the way he sang this song. The idea was to update it for the nineties and noughties by 

mentioning the celebrities of the day. None of the other lyrics have changed, except the a-side to this single, called 

Terminal Stupid, which was going to be incorporated into the live shows. Yet some of Dadomo's words are hard to 

comprehend so the ones reproduced here are far from exact. The reason for including this song was simply due to the 

last lines and the refrain 'Damp Squib:' I added the word 'Damper' which was something we were going to call anyone 

who followed the band. The illustration incorporates the front page of the Sunday Mirror featuring the pic of the punk girl 

at a Stranglers’ concert. It was used for the cover of the Shits' single, inverted. (Music/lyrics: S. Shits/Lyrics: J. Lange.) 

5. Escape Velocity is a traditional rock'n'roll song with male/female vocals, a duet, with an upbeat leitmotif, and simple 

lyrics about the joys of anal sex which one girl told me was like having a rocket shoved up her backside, hence the 

inspiration for the song and the phallic rocket between the woman's legs. The fiery font for the title is due to some 

women saying it was like they were on fire when reaching a climax through this form of intercourse. Very apt. 

6. Slipstream is a long pile-driver of a song, with breathy female vocals on the first and third line of the chorus, inter-

spersed by the male vocalist's nonchalant refrain. The song should sound like a juggernaut being driven down one of 

those endless highways in the early evening, with the few chord changes of the guitar sounding like the gear changes of 

the vehicle. I used a slinky, sexy concept car for the picture here as it seemed more appropriate. 

7. Que Sera Sera. I always hated the original. It is naff in the extreme and the sentiment is anathema to my sensibilities. 

You only get out of life what you put into it, whereas the emphasis here seems to be on hoping that if you wait patiently 

one day your prince charming, or whatever, will come along, hence the need to revise the lyrics. Basically, if you have to 

work you're nothing but a prostitute, and school is geared entirely in that direction. Hence the blackboard design. 

Imagine, if you will, boys and girls in class being forced to listen to a song they don't like. And while the teacher is out of 



the classroom they get busy scribbling rude pictures and words on the board through sheer boredom. The slides are 

taken from my video (still on YouTube). Naff, but what do you expect? (Music/lyrics: J. Livingston/Lyrics: J. Lange) 

8. Obsessed is about a serial killer who is down on anyone who reminds him of his ex. He is obsessed with her and 

determined to get her out of his head by killing anyone who looks like her. Serial killers, by the way are some of the 

most interesting people you could meet. They have no limits, morals or scruples, and go out and do things we can only 

fantasise about. I don't know if there is a stamp collection dedicated to serial killers, but perhaps there should be. 

9. The People Don’t Care, a blatant rip-off of The Adverts' One Chord Wonders, a punk anthem, hence the punky black 

leather jacket with laminated pics of punk babe Gaye Advert doing intimate poses. (Music: TV Smith/Lyrics: J. Lange) 

10. Rich And Famous is about the notorious pornstar John Holmes who was famous for being rather well endowed and 

hence his move into the porn industry where he is said to have made over 2000 films, but in the end succumbed to 

drugs and couldn't get it up anymore, turning to a life of petty crime instead to fuel his ever-increasing drug habit. The 

outline of the USA suggests the American Dream, which Holmes kind of typified. If he hadn't got involved in drugs he 

would have become a multi-millionaire by the time he was in his thirties. So this song is a lesson to us all: don't get 

chewed up by the biz. It will only screw you up and spit you out, and you're left with nothing, not even your pride.  

11. Severed, another song dedicated to someone else who this time was unfortunate in life, Elizabeth Short; she just 

happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong time, and instead of becoming famous in the forties as a film star, 

ended up becoming infamous as the murder victim of an horrendous crime which was never solved. Severed is taken 

from the title of the book about the case. This song was originally offered to the producers of a new film about the Black 

Dahlia—as she came to be known—but they turned it down when they found out it had a full orchestral accompaniment, 

something beyond their miniscule budget. The song, as befits the subject, has a big, dark sound, and is a lyrical ballad 

with lots of strings, and will probably (like most of the others here) never get heard outside of my head. 

12. Absence makes the dick go harder. But when there is nothing else to screw, what do you do? Well, you drill a hole and 

fuck the wall instead, as per translation of the German (roughly: 'After the meal you should smoke/Or use a woman./If 

you don't have both handy/Bore a hole and fuck the wall'). These lines are to be sung in the style of Marlene Dietrich 

with the English refrain coinciding and overlapping, upping the scale till the end. 

13. Satan’s Got A Hold Of My Heart Again is reminiscent of that old song by Gene Pitney which was later revived by Marc 

Almond. Here it should be slow and mournful, akin to a ballad, with a miserable feel about the whole thing. The painting 

represents the hapless victim standing surveying the world, being tempted by the Devil, just as Jesus was in the desert. 

The Devil is seated next to him and is offering him the world if he were to give him his soul. The figure, by the way, is 

my own depiction, more believable than the usual archetypal red-horned Devil. And if you look closely you will notice he 

is doing something with his left hand which we are unable to see as he has his back to us, something rather rude, as 

obviously all this tempting turns him on. 

14. Under Hollywood Nights is a song about the Manson family massacre of Sharon Tate (her beautiful, friendly eyes are 

superimposed on the sky) and some people at her home in the Hollywood Hills (on Cielo Drive which I visited in 2005 a 

few years after the song was written), and the murder of the LaBianca couple the following night back in 1969. Manson 

referred to his coming apocalypse as a 'Dune Buggy Attack,' as described in Ed Sanders' book, The Family: The Story 

of Charles Manson's Dune Buggy Attack, hence the dune buggies coming over the hill by the Hollywood sign, replete 

with hanging bodies typifying the end of the hippie dream, when the Summer of Love turned into a nightmare scenario. 

The song itself has affinities with other well-known songs, the least of which is the track by Bomb the Bass (Dune Buggy 

Attack, 1991), but more like Sonic Youth's Death Valley 69 with the great Lydia Lunch on vocals. The end of this song is 

a full on thrash (smashing guitars and drums) before simmering back down to the opening chorus. Apocalyptic at best. 

15. Everything Is Shit is not only a song, it's my philosophy, and is brilliant in that it demolishes everything, making 

everything valueless and without meaning. Everything should be stripped of value simply because we give the most 

trivial things a value they do not deserve. But it is through attribution of values a meaning is given to our lives. Yet we 

need to question what we value in comparison with all the other things in life that are of greater value, including 

relationships, which is what this song is all about; how we place our partners on pedestals at times as if gods when they 

are simply just other people with the same values as us. The scatological aspect of the song (emphasised by the girl 

rolling around in excrement in the painting) is more to do with a girl I met who thought she was really something; her 

opinion of herself was out of proportion of who she actually was. So this song, by proxy, is a way of diminishing her own 

self-importance. There are other songs featured here which also demonstrate the same commonality, as we shall see. 

16. Do It With You. The song is about sex, how sometimes it is hard to get it on with someone you no longer love or now 

find unattractive. It's not just a simple matter of an erection, but finding that invisible attraction which makes you fancy 

her in the first place. And believe me; attractiveness helps. I've deliberately gone out of my way to bed some really 

unattractive women and found I couldn't do it with them simply because of the aesthetic value impinging on the whole 

thing. Of course, we should try to override such indoctrination and free the sex factor of any such complexes so you can 

get an erection with the ugliest hag in town or the glamorous model you dreamed of. Also note the painting depicts a 

shop front, a famous one most punks will recognise. The shop used to be called Sex (hence the 'do it' of the title) and 

was run by Vivienne Westwood and Malcolm McLaren before the Sex Pistols were put together in that very shop. The 

clothing was risqué, fetishtic, featuring lots of leather and rubber, bondage gear, etc., alluded to in the opening lines of 



the song. The open door, if you stare into its dark depths, reveals a man dressed in latex, the sort of thing McLaren and 

Westwood used to sell here. For the title here I used letters made from padded fabric in imitation of the shop's original 

sign which hung above the door in huge, bright pink lettering. Vocals: Male/female, alternating. 

17. Gun Metal is not a song, more of a dithyramb, or chant, with no set words, just voices with lots of echoing, delivered 

against a cacophony of sounds consisting of the scraping of various objects: saws and plates of steel being rubbed or 

smacked together, drills drilling through metal, a clamouring of other metallic objects, the stamping of jackboots on 

tarmac, etc., with the vocal refrain repeated over and over. The whole feel of it should be similar to Siouxsie and the 

Banshees' track Metal Postcard (Mittageisen), stark, delivered coldly and dispassionately. Lastly, the track never ends 

as the run out groove is closed like a continuous loop. So if you haven't lifted up the stylus already (probably about 

halfway through), you soon will do. 

18. Finger Fuck. The first of a set of ads to separate the LPs. This one is quite obviously a piss-take of Cadbury’s Finger of 

Fudge, with euphemistic use of the word ‘finger,’ meaning both the chocolate snack and our digits.  

19. The second LP, SuperClit, opens with a quite jazzy track entitled Countess Cuntless, the music being based on Piero 

Piccioni’s opening theme to the 1966 Italian film, The Witches (Le Streghe). Nothing to do with witchcraft at all, just an 

ensemble piece for Silvana Mangano to display the versatility of her acting. And there is an interesting coincidence 

worth mentioning in this connection, so apologies for the digression. This song (a shitty demo was uploaded to YouTube 

a few years ago but was taken off due to copyright infringement) was lambasted by critics who chided me for being a 

misogynist. I am nothing of the sort. The song came about because of a girl I met who tried to make out she was too 

good for me, and I was out of her league. In her mind, she honestly thought she was royalty and I (and everyone else) 

was beneath her. Although quite attractive, there was no indication that she was any different from anybody else. But as 

she assumed some sort of royalty, I started referring to her as the Countess. Despite many attempts to get her in to 

bed, it was quite clear I was wasting my time. She would evade the issue of sex, and tried to make out she did not 

possess a vagina, and therefore she couldn’t have sex, believing that also was beneath her. Amazed by her attitude, I 

subsequently changed her name to Cuntless after we split up. The two words (Countess and Cuntless) aptly described 

this girl, or rather her attitude. I dashed off a song about her, this one being the result. I had the words but no melody. 

Nothing came to mind. Normally when I write a song it is because I hear it in my head, and by putting the lyrics down it 

helps me to remember the melody. But for this one there was nothing. Then one day Channel 4—when it used to be 

interesting—was due to show a film late at night. I had not heard of it before. The title sounded intriguing: The Witches, 

also starring Clint Eastwood, which is probably the reason why they were showing it. Without his name attached to it, 

the film would have sunk without a trace. It was on quite late so I set the VCR to tape it and started watching it the next 

afternoon. I must have replayed the opening theme song about 5 times. I loved it, and knew instinctively if I was to re-

arrange the structure of it slightly whilst still retaining the jazzy piano/sax track, the music would fit my lyrics perfectly, 

and along with a bass player we got down a very primitive version (just bass and drums with my terrible vocals, out of 

tune, as usual) and thought it was great. Sadly the demo has disappeared over the years. I tried to rebuild the track 

using snippets of the score and software, but it wasn’t the same. It’s a real dance tune and needs to be played fast with 

crashing guitar/drums and a crazy piano track. (Music: P. Piccioni/Lyrics: J. Lange) 

20. Sleep With Me is just a silly song I dashed off in about half an hour, with the complete tune in my head, so real I can 

probably replay it backwards if necessary. Think Hawkwind’s Motorhead, but faster. 

21. Pretty Much Something is my dig at Oasis. I got so fed up of hearing about them and how Radio 1 were championing 

them, I wrote this song as a kind of tribute, imagining Liam Gallagher singing it with his horrible, whiny vocals. The ‘it’ 

could be anything, by the way: her new dress, her new car, her new house, her newly redesigned vagina, who knows? 

22. Golden Crutch is about another girl I met who also tried to make out that having sex with her would be a godsend and 

that I should consider myself ever so grateful for being allowed (god forbid!) to touch her vagina as if it was some 

precious object. I honestly thought it was going to be wrought from pure gold the way she talked about it. Yet there was 

nothing special about it or her at all. In fact, like a lot of women I have come across, she also was shit in bed. A 

complete waste of time. Needless to say, I dumped her the next day and wrote this song about her. Then much later I 

came across another girl who tried to make out she was special, when she was nothing more than a common girl from 

some shitty council estate who turned out to be the biggest slag in my hometown. Sick and tired of writing songs about 

stupid girls like her, I wrote a book about her instead (to be published next year). The babe in the pictures is Michaela 

Schaffrath (or Gina Wild, to give her the pornstar name she is better known by) who I wanted to use in a video for the 

song. I contacted her agent but received no reply. The idea was to have her rolling around semi-nude on golden sand, 

doing the harmonies (Ooh ooh, aaah haaa, etc.) whilst the camera rolled around with her, doing close-ups on her face, 

breasts, etc., but it never got beyond the conceptual stage. The music is reminiscent of the theme song to MASH (i.e. 

Suicide is Painless) in an indirect way as it is soft and gentle, the sort you’d associate with Laurel Canyon. 

23. Might As Well Be Dead. A silly song, inspired by another silly relationship. The vocals are akin to Pär Wiksten (from The 

Wannadies, as in their You & Me Song), i.e. whingeing and whining, like a little boy being denied his favourite sweet. 

24. Ten Little Girlies. As befitting the song—a nursery rhyme gone wrong—we see ten girls lined up, all dressed the same 

way, and all promising something we can only dream of. But, in actual fact, only one of them is any good. And that is a 

fact. (9 out of 10 girls prove to be rubbish in bed. Not only that, they don’t know how to give a blowjob properly. Can’t 



give a handjob properly, and don’t even know how to use their vaginas properly. These are things they should be taught 

at school. But still they think they should be worshipped.) Which one she is you have to guess (her tartan skirt and 

panties can be found at the bottom of the page). The song is like a bad lullaby with the vocals of a ‘dirty old man’ who 

sounds like he’s pleasuring himself whilst ogling girls he shouldn’t be looking at. 

25. Boundless Love. One of the earliest fetish songs I ever wrote. It is S&M taken to the extreme where the sadist has no 

compunction, sees his slave as nothing more than a plaything, something for his own amusement and satisfaction, a 

sexual object to gratify his every whim. He treats her like a puppet, even dangles her over a field of sharp nails. It gives 

him an enormous sense of power, without even thinking of the feelings of fear, trepidation or hurt she maybe experienc-

ing. Total sadism with no safe word. The music is similar to the Germs’ The Other Newest One, but only slightly. 

26. Dying Pretty. I love this one. It was my attempt to write a straight song, a rock anthem, the sort you could imagine a 

stadium rock outfit like Guns n’ Roses doing, hence the headscarf on the skull. Another S&M-type ballad with a spoken 

intro that should make your skin crawl. The spoken outro is a tribute to the punk statement: Only anarchists are pretty. 

27. Fuck-A-Rama. A straight rip-off of the Venus & the Razorblades’ single of July 1977, Punk-A-Rama, put out by Kim 

Fowley’s label Bomp, and another one of his short-lived concoctions who only came out with a couple of singles, 

although I must admit I thought this was the better one. Attempts to revive the band in the 1990’s meant they also tried 

to re-do this song, but it’s nothing like the original. The music here is the same, only I’ve changed the words. For the 

illustration, I created a stark black and white montage to hark back to the time the Bomp single came out, cribbed from 

some sex mags from the same era. I think my version of the song is more interesting, but it would need the same dual 

harmonies (male/female vocals) as in the original to make it sound right. (Music: K. Fowley, Steven T./Lyrics: J. Lange) 

28. Evil Eye. A straightforward rock’n’roll song a la Iggy Pop, Funhouse era. Short and simple, how good songs should be. 

The eye, if you look closely, contains an inverse pentagram, the sign of evil. But, as they say, ‘Evil is in the eye of the 

beholder,’ so ‘if thy right eye offend thee, pluck it out.’ (Matt. 5:29) The hand figure is meant to ward off evil. 

29. Confessions Of A Pussy Eater. The first of three pussy ballads, this is more of a poem rather than a song, with no 

chorus/verse structure, just an oriental breeze wafting in the sullen atmosphere of silk and spices. The flowers resemble 

vaginas, as befits the song. There are 11 of them. This is a significant number, for it is the number of change, when the 

perfumes spoken of here change, becoming intoxicants and highly addictive. Hence the title, lifted from De Quincy’s 

famous literary work, but here modified to suit the subject. 

30. Pussy Talk. Another pussy song, this one was inspired by the film of the same name, an old French comedy from 1975 

about a woman who discovers her vagina can talk and is far from happy at not getting the satisfaction it deserves. A silly 

film but fun, like this song. The track includes soundbites from the film (the dubbed American version). 

31. Pussy Medley. The third pussy song, this is a mixture of traditional songs (e.g. Black Betty (Roud 11668) words modi-

fied) and my own, melded together into a fusion of fun. Nothing serious. (Check out Ram Jam’s version of B.B.) 

32. Fuckhead. My attempt at redressing the balance. Most men regard women as nothing more than life-support machines 

for vaginas. Here the situation is reversed, with women thinking of men as nothing more than walking dildos designed 

for their fun. It’s as simple as that. The witchy-type woman in the picture (doubled) is playing with a besom, the end of 

which is carved with the head of Shiva, as can be found on any lingam dedicated to that god. The connection here is 

that the myth of witches riding on broomsticks derives from the reality of them using the broomstick as a dildo. It is said 

they would coat the end with unguents containing powerful drugs (like Deadly Nightshade or Belladonna) before 

inserting it into their vaginas and using it as a sex toy. The narcotic worked its way into the bloodstream and gave them 

the feeling they were flying. This would later work its way into myth, to be exploited by stupid, ignorant writers like J. K 

Rowling having her characters riding on broomsticks with not even an inkling of the real origins. Shame on her! 

33. Masturbator Hater. A straight rip-off of Escalator Hater by the old punk band Raped who never got any real credit for 

their music or contribution to punk. The music is the same, it’s only the words which have been changed. By the way, it 

took me ages to do the comic strip format which I thought suited the song. I had some strips left over which I have 

moved to another page. See note 68. (Music: S. Purcell, F. Kwest/Lyrics: J. Lange) 

34. Pornstar. A straightforward rock’n’roll song, short and sweet. The painting was inspired by the launch of ‘pornstar’ T-

shirts, long after the song was written. I used to find it funny seeing young girls walking around with these T-shirts know-

ing they wouldn’t have a clue what it’s really like being a pornstar. Just a fad, I guess. Totally disposable, like this song. 

35. Shagbag. A catchy dance song with an assortment of percussive instruments, like castanets, claves, ganzas, guiros, 

maracas, tambourines, etc., and loosely inspired by Pankow’s single Me and My Ding-Dong. No misogyny is intended 

here, simply the inconvenience of going out of your way to pick up a girl abroad and finding she’s absolutely useless, so 

a waste of time. Far easier just to carry one round with you wherever you go. Saves you the trouble. 

36. Mindfuck is a powerhouse of a track, industrial and repetitive, with an incessant beat that drives you up the wall, and like 

the last track on the previous LP, this too you’ll want to switch off before it’s finished. The refrain ‘I gotta do a mindfuck 

on you’ etc., should sound like Hawkwind’s You Shouldn’t Do That, the live version on their Roadhawks LP being the 

better offering. The bass bubbles up at the end of the line ‘I got’ before plunging again into a full, aural onslaught. 

37. The Man and a Can. Another parody of those stupid ads we used to see in girlie magazines when we were much 

younger and so much more naïve. But the funny thing is when I came up with this unused concept for a futuristic novel 

back in the nineties, someone later brought out a similar idea; you stick your dick into a can which has been designed to 



act like a vagina. Not my idea of fun, but I guess if you’re a trucker on a long haul with 8 hours of road ahead of you, you 

might be inclined to sit one on your lap to while away the hours. My concept, of course, is impossible, so just a fun ad. 

38. We now come to the third and last LP, called The Id of the Perverse, taken from a book I had written but lost on one of 

those shitty floppy disks (remember them?). Although I did a back up, neither worked. I tried to recreate the book 

entirely from memory, but it was virtually impossible, and gave up. All I remember is the songs; they were sprinkled 

throughout the pages with stories extending from the lyrics. These stories, by the way, were my attempt to create a 

macabre collection of tales in the style of Edgar Allan Poe, his story The Imp of the Perverse being the most obvious. 

The first song to open this album is AC in the UK, a tribute to both Aleister Crowley and the Sex Pistols’ famous song, 

Anarchy, which was released in November 1976. I wrote this song exactly ten years later. I was studying Crowley’s 

works at the time and got fed up with meeting people who wanted to be like him (hero-worship or what!). As my mentor 

said at the time, ‘Don’t try to be like him. Go beyond him. Go beyond what he achieved.’ As if it was that simple. So 

essentially this song is a piss-take, aimed at Crowley worshippers, using his voice from some wax cylinder recordings 

(yes, we are talking about a long time ago) reciting one of my favourite poems, The Poet, spliced into the two guitar 

solos which I thought worked quite effectively. A demo version can be heard on YouTube. Not brilliant; it will have to do. 

I’ve reproduced the start of the video here. (Music/lyrics: J. Rotten, G. Matlock, S. Jones,  P. Cook/Lyrics: J. Lange) 

39. I Want To is a simple pop song. The painting is a recreation of a cover taken from a men’s mag (circa 1970s), perfectly 

in keeping with the tone of the song. I’ve added something to her face which wasn’t in the original. Guess what it is. 

40. Seal It With A Fist is not a nice song. It’s not meant to be. It was written after I got ripped off by this stupid bitch who 

thought she could help herself to whatever was mine. Although I managed to get my money back, I still wanted to 

damage her in some way, especially when I found out afterwards this wasn’t the first time (she was in the habit of doing 

it to all the men she took for a ride). I turned my anger inwardly and came up with this song. The tattoo design on the 

man’s back should be familiar to most. It is based on the spiked leather gloves worn in the film Rollerball (the 1975 

original, not the crummy remake) with typeface to match. Brutal, in your face, and all the better for it. 

41. Secret Success. A dancey, catchy, industrial pop song, akin to My Life with the Thrill Kill Kult’s Sexplosion LP (1991). I 

was fortunate to see them around this time, twice in fact, the first when they were supporting EMF (of all people!) at 

Nottingham’s Rock City, then the following week doing their own show at Subterranea in London. A great gig, well worth 

the price of admission. I was so impressed I wrote this song as a tribute to them. The painting is a silkscreen print-effect 

which I think suits the mood of the song.  

42. Typical Saturday Night. The irony here is that this is not a typical Saturday night, well, at least not for some. But we 

have those blank moments when we wake up after a heavy session with gaps in our memory, unable to recall how we 

even got home. This song is more of a poem, the lyrics reflected in the celluloid strip, tender, perverse, and sad. 

43. My Secret Sin. Another early fetish song, written when I was visiting all the clubs in the nineties and talking to an 

assortment of people about their fetishes and amazed that some actually felt comfortable in latex. For me, I found it to 

be the complete opposite. It’s tight and restricting, and because the pores can’t breathe you end up sweating profusely. 

Just try sleeping in a bed of rubber sheets and you’ll wake up in pool of sweat. Horrible. But I was one of the first people 

to wear a latex vest in a relatively straight nightclub in the early eighties, only for this gay guy to come in the following 

week wearing a latex T-shirt. So perhaps I started a trend, who knows? The song should be reminiscent of Venus in 

Furs (1967) by the Velvet Underground who were well into the fetish scene. 

44. Tantric Magic. The last track on Side One was written for a music video designed to promote my new book, Sellon’s 

Annotations. For some reason the video never got made and the demo recording was not produced either. It fell into 

desuetude, like all my other songs. The opening line, ‘Do you believe in magic?’ is a soundbite from the film Eye of the 

Devil (1967), spoken by Sharon Tate, alternating with male vocal, as in the mantra. This, by the way, is totally made up. 

And it’s quite obvious to anyone with an inkling of Sanskrit what I am here referring to. As for the illustration, it was an 

attempt to reproduce an old poster, in the psychedelic style of the sixties, when hippies were getting into this sort of 

thing, so it seemed appropriate. The video would have been similar in style and content.  

45. Pornothon. A rock’n’roll ballad taking the piss out of the consumerist attitude towards porn and its vicarious way of 

making pornstars appear to be available to their fans, when in actuality they wouldn’t touch them, unless of course they 

were getting paid for it. Pornstars are simply prostitutes doing it on the screen for the money. Yet some of the best girls 

in bed you could ever come across just happen to be pornstars because they know how to use their bodies properly, 

like professionals, and I’ve never failed to get an erection with any one of them (as long as they are genuine). Here we 

see an array of stars who were in their heyday when the song was written many years ago. They have now probably all 

been surpassed by newer, younger, up n’ coming stars trying to replace them. Like any business, the porn industry is 

very fickle. Stars come and go, literally, and are forgotten about immediately. The names mentioned are the girls in the 

painting (they’ll probably have to be replaced should a new version come out). The idea, back in the day, was to get 

some of them to shoot a video of themselves dancing in front of a green screen to the music. The instrumental track 

would have been sent to them via an email attachment. The shot video would then be sent back and spliced with the 

others so it looked like they were all dancing in the same room, as in the picture. Needless to say, this never happened. 

It was just an idea. Incidentally, the last line (‘I’ve got blisters on my fingers’) is taken from The Beatles’ song Helter 



Skelter and is uttered by Ringo Starr after madly bashing his drum kit. The implication here is that the man in the song 

has been bashing his meat so hard, he’s got blisters to prove it. 

46. Blowjob My Heart is a nod to Crime’s great song, Hotwire My Heart. I bought the single when I was a kid and have 

loved it ever since. The song sounds like it’s just about to fall apart, yet somehow manages to stay together, trashy and 

chaotic. The structure is the same but the chords are different, along with the words obviously. As for them, they refer to 

a girl who sucks her man dry, bleeding him for all he’s worth, then moves on to find another host to feed on, like a 

typical vampire. The paintings, Before/After, demonstrate this. In the first the woman is performing fellatio on a man’s 

heart. In the next, it is now dry, sucked of all blood, all life, and all money. (Music: J. Strike/Lyrics: J. Lange) 

47. The Great Masturbator isn’t a song, per se, it is simply a soundscape with words (stream of consciousness, ad libbed) 

pouring out. The words are not important; hence they remain in the background of the picture. It is the mood they create 

which is suggestive of surrealism (matching my version of Dali’s classic work of 1929) and very abstract. 

48. Hard-On is another rock’n’roll, punk ballad, not that different from some early songs by X-Ray Spex. The sentiment here 

is simple, needing little explanation. When a man can’t get it up anymore then he is no longer a man; just a body without 

a soul. The illustration, as such, consists of extracts from a porn mag, cut up and pasted together. It might have been 

used for some man’s gratification at one point, as demonstrated by the cum stains (always obligatory in porn mags). 

49. Supermuff Diver is the only song I remember stemming from an early story about a guy called Toki the Tongue from 

Tokyo who could tell the ethnic origin of a woman just by tasting her pussy. It was a silly story from the now lost book. 

He was famous for his tongue as well as his technique, hence ‘a cunning linguist.’ This fame is exemplified in the paint-

ing for it is obviously Warholian. We had Dali earlier; here’s my attempt at Warhol, who said: ‘In the future, everyone will 

be world-famous for 15 minutes.’ The Supermuff Diver is not only famous, he’s a Superstar. 

50. Born To Fuck is a rip-off of Hawkwind’s stunner of a track, Born To Go. My version is shorter and faster, the words 

modified, with a great guitar solo in the middle. The painting is based on the famous statue of Valentino in Hollywood 

(on the corner of DeLongpre and Cherokee). I love the way he is portrayed looking up into the heavens like a rocket 

about to take off. I extended this idea by adding a launching pad, a pair of ladders leading up to his testicles, and an 

enlarged erect penis. Sperm is ascending the ladders as if climbing on board a rocket ship, getting into its cockpit 

through the open doors. The song is self-explanatory. (Music: D. Brock, R. Calvert/Lyrics: J. Lange) 

51. Pansexual. A demo of this song is on YouTube (not as good as previous version which is now lost). The painting dates 

back to 1995 and is described in full detail, along with the meaning behind it, in my book Feast of the Pansexualists. 

Incidentally, genuine pansexuals are very rare, so ignore celebrities who claim they are because it’s now ‘hip’ to be one. 

52. Pleasure Hopper. Another silly ad. This was inspired by an incident from many years ago. I happened to witness a 

young girl deriving some pleasure playing on a Space Hopper when they were all the rage back in the seventies, but in 

my sexual ignorance had no idea why it was so pleasing to her until long after the event. Quite clearly rubbing her 

clitoris against its surface and bouncing the thing up and down turned her on: a form of masturbation. I extended this by 

adding an in-built dildo. Now there’s a company selling ‘XXX Hoppers.’ If you’re interested, check them out on Amazon. 

53. Unholy Faith is a selection of vignettes I designed a few years ago after exposing myself to a subgenre of exploitation 

films called Nunsploitation. Such examples are Killer Nun (1978), The Nun and the Devil (1973), Flavia the Heretic 

(1974—one of the best), Ken Russell's The Devils (1971), Story of a Cloistered Nun (1973), Satánico Pandemonium 

(1975), Alucarda (1975--probably the best), Love Letters of a Portuguese Nun (1976), Behind Convent Walls (1978--

also very good), Images in a Convent (1979), The Other Hell (1980), and Sacred Flesh (1999), Nigel Wingrove's 

attempt being probably the least satisfactory. But a whole porn industry has evolved out of this genre simply because 

nuns are thought to be secretly naughty. After all, they're not allowed to have sex, so their celibacy has to be counter-

acted in some way, the best example being in Walerian Borowczyk's Behind Convent Walls where a wood chopper is 

chopping wood, a piece flies through a nun's window who then carves it into a dildo! In the first vignette, a nun falls in 

love with a picture of Christ receiving fellatio from Mary. Is she in love with Christ in a spiritual sense? Or is she wishing 

she was Mary so she could also do him the favour? In the second, a nun is holding a crucifix with knob-shaped ends, 

and is licking one of them with her lascivious tongue. Behind her stands the gateway to hell, so you can figure where 

she’s going. In the third, we see another nun seated on a bed in her dormitory, her open legs revealing a shot of her 

crotch, and her panties bearing a cross. Behind her on the wall is a neon lit crucifix. This seems rather tame and sedate 

except for the fact that this nun is holding the same crucifix from the previous picture. Then in the next vignette we see it 

being put to use; she is using it as a dildo whilst staring at a figure of Christ, not the one on a crucifix attached to the 

wall, but a vision of Christ giving the sign of benediction. Is he blessing her? Or is she transforming it in her mind so that 

it looks like he is blessing her whilst she carries out this solitary act to allay any form of guilt? Again, it could just be 

spiritual love which she has brought down to this plane and is expressing her love for him in the only way she knows 

how. The last vignette, although graphic, makes little sense unless we know it is called ‘The Miracle of Malponso,’ a 

name I made up (mal = bad). What miracle is this picture referring to? Is it because the Christ figure has an erection? 

Possibly. But if we look further afield, at the red tiled roof below him, we see it has white stains looking suspiciously like 

drops of dry semen. So the miracle of the title is that this statue periodically ejaculates. 



54. Punk’s Not Dead. My homage to punk which still lives and breathes in me, and will probably never die. The badge 

featuring a studded skull was something I came up with a long time ago, well before a certain artist stuck diamonds on 

one and gave it a pretentious title. But more of him later.  

55. Perv. The ‘perv’ top was something I made, based on Vivienne Westwood’s original design from the seventies and sold 

in the Sex shop, but here slightly enhanced with a few additional extras. The model I was intending to use for this 

picture, Erin Micklow, baulked at the idea of wearing a top dressed with real chicken bones as she is a vegan, so I had 

to use this one instead. Not as effective, I don’t think, yet she wears it well, so there you go. 

56. Oh Siouxsie Sioux. As a young punk I had quite a crush on this woman. For me, she typified the whole punk ethic of 

going out wearing what you want and not giving a shit about what others say. She also had this cold, aloof appearance 

which naturally earned her the title of Ice Queen. But when I met her many years later, she was actually quite warm and 

endearing, not at all like the image she conveyed in her younger punk years. As for the painting, it’s a reproduction of 

the famous photo of the Queen of Punk. I compare it against another painting taken from a photo of a woman bearing a 

striking resemblance, in a bondage pose. Who knows? It might be her. Well, her breasts are the right size, after all. 

57. Another Fake Shroud. Leading on from the previous picture of Siouxsie sporting a swastika armband (which roused 

some condemnation when she wore it in France following the Sex Pistols as part of their contingent in 1976, forgetting 

France was an occupied country during the Second World War), we now come to quite a controversial illustration of 

Hitler, sporting said armband, with his image imposed on a shroud. Quite clearly I am just playing with images here, but 

not in an infantile way, more of an antagonistic way to demonstrate the absurdity of the worship bestowed on a shroud 

said to bear the likeness of Christ when no such person ever existed. And those who continue to believe the shroud to 

be genuine, although it has been scientifically tested and proven to be a fraud from the Middle Ages, are in themselves 

absurd to even think such rubbish. Yet there are still some who cling to the belief, in the face of scientific criticism, and 

will not have it otherwise, so why not a shroud of Hitler? Now, what church shall we put it in … 

58. SS Party was a film I was trying to get made in the nineties but nobody was interested. It wasn’t going to be a normal 

film with a story, more a sequence of images revelling in debauchery, with women dressed in Nazi regalia, and getting 

up to mischief whilst cavorting with the officers, drunk, with loads of nudity and sex, thus harking back to the main drive 

of the Naziploitation films of the seventies to early eighties, prime examples being the following: Ilsa, She Wolf of the SS 

(1974), The Night Porter (1974), Salò, or the 120 Days of Sodom (1975), Salon Kitty (1976), The Beast in Heat (1977), 

Gestapo's Last Orgy (1977), Helltrain (1977), The Damned (1969), Love Camp 7 (1969), Helga, She Wolf of Stilberg 

(1977), Elsa: Fraulein SS (1977), Nathalie: Escape from Hell (1978), SS Girls (1977), SS Experiment Camp (1976), SS 

Hell Camp (1976), SS Special Section Women (1976), SS Camp 5: Women’s Hell (1977), Red Nights of the Gestapo 

(1977), Nazi Love Camp 27 (1977), etc. This subgenre, like nunsploitation, also continued well into the eighties with 

many hardcore films exploring similar themes, like Blue Ice, 1980's Nazi Love Island, Stalag 69 (1982), Gestapo, 

Gestapo 2 (both 2006), Dr. Mengele (2008), even Rob Zombie (of White Zombie fame) got in on the act by making a 

trailer for a fake film called Werewolf Women of the SS (2007), so there was really something here that appealed to our 

sexual appetites, with the idea of Nazism and sadism being commingled into a heady brew of sexual excess, or a weird 

philia that most of us—although finding the idea repellent—at least can recognise, seeing something of the underlying 

imagery has a certain taboo, and that fetishism and Nazism can perhaps really go hand in hand. Personally, I always 

found the idea of wearing a black leather trench coat, jackboots and a peak cap sexy, and far more appealing than the 

plain, jaded images of English officers whose brown or khaki uniforms seemed boring by comparison. Bring into this 

equation the idea of women stripped naked and bound to tables for the pleasure of a commander of a concentration 

camp, it’s quite easy to see why it appeals. But it is in this explicit exploitation where the whole genre lies. However, SS 

Party was not meant to be a glorification of Nazism, but rather a visual representation of the fetishisation of Nazi 

symbolism (or should that be Nazification of fetishism?). The following pages are suggestive of what could have been. 

59. Nazi Girls was going to be the opening theme song to the film. It is a blatant rip-off of the Beach Boy’s California Girls, a 

mickey-take of an over-praised song, with lots of photos of girls dressed in Nazi/SS regalia, now quite profuse in porn 

mags and videos. It is unnecessary to go through all the following pages as they are quite self-explanatory, except the 

penultimate one. See next note. (Music: B. Wilson, M. Love/Lyrics: J. Lange) 

60. Hitler as Dirty Old Man. A montage inspired by a piece I came across as a kid in Ripped & Torn fanzine. It really got me 

into the whole Nazi/Fetish thing. So this homage is dedicated to R&T. Thanks, Tony D! 

61. Nazi Love. This poem is an indictment of the whole Nazi ideology and the fanaticism poured out to the Fuhrer prior to 

World War Two. For there is no love greater than Nazi love where a whole nation can be swept up in to a frenzy and 

follow blindly its leader, into the very depths of hell, if necessary, and its people still remaining loyal, even if it means 

bringing about their own death. Surely the plot to assassinate Hitler should have told them someone thought something 

was wrong with his politics. But no! They were treated as traitors and executed as such. It is a lesson to us all, and 

never can the same mistake be made ever again, no matter how great we think a leader is. No to blind acceptance. 

62. Royal Tease. I despise royalty, especially when we see our monarchy doing very little except act as figureheads, 

causing crashes, and bringing more babies into a world already overpopulated. They do little to help the nation and 

therefore we can well do without them. They are simply useless, redundant and a waste of space. I will come back to 

this point again towards the end. For the time being have a chuckle over these images. Royal tease, by the way, is a 



play on words, as in royalties, royal ties, royal trees, etc. The ‘I’d shag that for a dollar’ is taken from Cyril M. Kornbluth’s 

short story The Marching Morons where the actual line is ‘I’d buy that for a dollar,’ (used frequently in Verhoeven’s 

Robocop (1984), which presents a cynical view of over-commercialisation in a world desensitised to war and violence). 

Similarly, I use the expression to deflate the overblown opinion of someone who is just a woman, no matter who she 

may be married to, or her position in the world. All women should be reduced in this way; deflating their over-inflated 

opinions of themselves, like a pin pricking a bubble or bursting a balloon, thus bringing them back down to earth. 

63. Paedophiles Reunited is a piss-take of the old Friends Reunited website. Anyone who doesn’t see it for the joke it is 

should be denounced as lacking in humour. It is a fake ad like the others, nothing more. 

64. Messe Noire. I’m seriously thinking about writing a thesis on this short film as many seem to disbelieve its age and try 

to make out it is a fake. Trust me, it is genuine and was made around the late 1920’s. Whether it is possible to be as 

precise as 1928 without conclusive proof is debatable but probably right. It lasts approximately 5.53 minutes, shot in 

b&w, and silent, as one would expect for the time. The hair, the wigs, the fake moustache, even the guy’s slippers, are 

all from that period. And the amount of bush on display certainly indicates an early period piece of erotica which 

everyone should see. I first came across it back in 2000 when it was discussed during a programme about the history 

of porn. Although only short clips were shown, it was still enough to intrigue me. Come on, mixing Sex and Satanism! 

That’s got to be interesting. Then eventually I found the whole thing online and watched it probably about ten times. I 

would love to see a remastered version, digitally enhanced, and shown at the right speed, even perhaps colourised. 

Hopefully my depiction here will at least encourage somebody in that direction. For the time being, search online, 

googling either the French title or English, i.e. Black Mass. 

65. A Manifesto of the Inane. The ‘inane’ is here used to imply the ‘ain’ or void from which we all come and to which we all 

eventually return. The symbolism is quite simple. The self is posited at the centre of the circle, surrounded by the main 

factors of life, like the four elements (air, water, etc), and the four ways of interacting with (or perceiving) the world in 

which we live. Around these float other functions which we must learn to control and not be dominated by, e.g. sex, 

food, drink, etc. Life is at the top simply because it is a current which flows down into us. The other factors on the 

periphery of the circle are things we can do without, but some people see them as necessities, i.e. being famous, 

successful, wealthy, etc. So the manifesto questions the values you put on your life. What does it mean to be alive? 

What is to be rich or famous? Will it make you any better if you were? Quite easily, you could be forgotten about by the 

time the next year comes around, so you should put everything into perspective. How does this relate to your present 

circumstance? Are you a better person because you have more money in the bank than your neighbour? It is a reality 

consensus framework designed to demonstrate what is and what is not important in life, and worth contemplating. 

66. A Tribute to Allen Jones. It was through my interest in Adam and the Ants I got into fetishism, and it was through Adam 

that I came to be aware of the pop artist’s work. His Hat-stand, Table and Chair ensemble has been denounced for 

being misogynistic, but Mr Jones was astute enough to defend his work when it first went on display in 1970. It can be 

glimpsed briefly in a film called Mad Diary of a Housewife, made the same year, set in New York, in a real gallery. 

From there the exhibition did a global tour, and has been shown in various parts of the world ever since. I was 

privileged to see it at my local Art Gallery in the early nineties and always wanted to do my own version. I toyed with 

the idea of using old shop manikins, but never got around to it. My version here is purely conceptual and digital, using 

modern fetish gear to bring it into the 21st century.  

67. Alice in Rubberland. Moving on from the previous note about Adam, we now have a full section devoted to the man 

and his band. I far prefer early Ants compared with the later versions. I felt like everyone else; Adam sold himself out, 

just so he could become famous as a pop star. I actually bumped into him outside Seditionaries around the time of his 

transition from underground idol to household name. We had a chat about this and he seemed to be quite happy the 

direction his life was taking. The following pages are explained very clearly on the first page. There’s nothing more to 

add here. And yes, there are a few newer song titles mixed in with the old, but as they seemed relevant I put them in. 

68. Crash, Bang, WTF?!? A leftover piece from the previously used comic strip (see Masturbator Hater) which I didn’t want 

to waste. As I said, it takes a long time to do a comic strip, so I thought I could put this to some use here. 

69. Analects of Confusion. Again, a play on words. I am of course referring to Confucius’ book of the same name, and 

likewise hold these sayings here to be true, to the best of my knowledge. Enough said. 

70. A Casual Act. Sex should be treated no differently than shaking hands. Like performing a bowel function, you get on 

with it then move on. Any emotional attachments built into the act are arbitrary and unnecessary. It should never be 

used in the form of emotional blackmail either or as some form of reward (‘Well, if you’re nice to me, I’ll let you …’). It is 

purely a physical function and should be treated as such. Don’t differentiate either. That is a mental concept, and false. 

71. Black, my favourite colour. I almost always wear it as it makes me feel comfortable and never brings any unwanted 

attention. If you wear bright pink you’re an exhibitionist; expect people to stare. (Also, check out Jarboe’s song Red.) 

72. Dildo Constellation. Many forget that the constellations are so called simply because they resemble shapes we are 

familiar with. They are arbitrary clusters or groupings of stars which suggest a shape in the same way a Rorschach test 

suggests something through psychological projection. This painting is simply an example of that aspect. 

73. Fit for a Hanging? I despise Christianity. I believe it is nothing more than a pernicious virus, a cancer eating at the 

humanity of the world, which should have never become as powerful as it has. We have to remember that Christianity 



is a bogus religion as it posits a person called Jesus Christ came into this world to redeem mankind. As no such 

person existed (as I and many others have proved, denying the personal and historical authenticity of Christ) then 

Christianity should not exist either. As Gerald Massey demonstrated over 100 years ago, there is nothing new in this 

religion whatsoever. All the sayings, all the paraphernalia, all the gestures, etc., have been cribbed from elsewhere, i.e. 

ancient Egypt, and all can be traced back to that source. What was once a symbol in their religious observations was 

later misinterpreted and taken to be a literal fact. It is a con that has been perpetuated over the centuries and forced on 

innocent minds that have now become so warped and twisted they are unable to see the truth. If we look at what 

happened in Rome around the fourth century when Christianity was adopted as the state religion after the Council of 

Nicea in 325 AD, it did nothing more than make a once great empire collapse and ushered in the Dark Ages, allowing a 

mental plague like Christianity to flourish as people were ignorant and illiterate, thus an ideal breeding ground for 

fostering a false belief which could never be questioned. It was only with the advent of the printing press and movable 

type in the fifteen century that people were able to start thinking again as all the ancient mysteries, the texts of Plato 

(reintroduced to the Western World thanks to the work of Marsilio Ficino), the work of Horapollo, etc., ushered in the 

so-called Renaissance. It was nothing of the sort. It was simply that man had learned to stop thinking because the 

Church didn’t want him to think; it wanted him to believe, otherwise the mission of the Church would have failed, and 

converting the people relied purely on ignorance in order to work. We would have had computers 500 years ago if it 

hadn’t been for Christianity blunting our intellects and making us believe in a Christ who never existed. And here I am 

attacking the Pope. As head of the Church he is responsible for the torture and slaughter of literally millions of innocent 

people, and the wiping out of whole cultures wherever the Word spread. If we look at what happened to the library in 

Alexandria (which is said to have housed hundreds of thousands of scrolls, the largest collection in the world at that 

time), in 415 AD the head of the library, an extraordinary woman called Hypatia, was dragged from the library and torn 

limb from limb by a Christian mob on the orders of Cyril of Alexandria, the bishop, who also ordered that the library be 

burnt to the ground. Why? Because he was jealous and didn’t want anyone reading its texts in case they found out the 

truth. How much of this story is actually genuine we do not know, except that Hypatia was definitely murdered by a 

Christian mob and the library later destroyed, or at least fell into ruin, along with the collapse of the Roman Empire 

which had supported it up till then. If we look at the antics of Bishop Diego de Landa in Yucatan, he is said to have 

destroyed most, if not all, the Mayan codices simply because he could not believe so primitive a people as the Maya, 

who did not worship a God, could be in possession of such a sophisticated calendrical system that even to this day we 

are still coming to terms with, and countered that it must be the work of the Devil. Any persons who refused to convert 

to Christianity were subsequently murdered. And this is the entire history of Christianity so far, with a Pope sitting on 

the throne, disguised as some religious figure when in actual fact he is a mass terrorist, worse than Osama bin Laden, 

Al Qaeda, ISIS, and all the other fanatical, radicalised sects put together. He should not be worshipped, but vilified, and 

put on trial for crimes against humanity; also for destroying real beliefs and substituting them with false ones! 

74. Wanted, Dead or Alive. As above, purely a mock up. It would be funny if I wasn’t being serious. 

75. Bahlasti! Ompehda! Taken from my bible, the Book of the Law, 3.54: ‘Bahlasti! Ompehda! I spit on your crapulous 

creeds.’ This text was transmitted by Aiwass, a suprahuman being, to the human vehicle known in this world as 

Aleister Crowley, who assumed the mantle of To Mega Therion (i.e. the Great Beast) not long after its reception. 

Anyone slightly familiar with the man and his work will recognise the setting of this painting. It is a recreation of the 

Chambre des Cauchemars (Room of Nightmares) in his Abbey of Thelema in Cefalu, Sicily. When he was resident 

there from 1920-1923 he painted murals on each wall, many of which have now vanished thanks to time, despoliation, 

and the loutish behaviour of certain individuals who have daubed the walls with their own graffiti, totally ruining the 

master’s work. I’ve tried to reproduce the mural as best as I could, but the decay is so extensive it is difficult to make 

out what the original painting represented. The floor tiles are identical to the ones still in place. I’ve added the quotation 

here which has been given a stronger emphasis by the substitution of a word and the staging of the act to prove it. 

76. Bondage, the Yoga of the West. I must be the only person in the world who sees bondage (as practised in BDSM type 

scenarios) as the equivalent of yoga. They are both grounded in the same principles and both, etymologically, stem 

from the same root. Like yoga, the asana (or position) is given a name derived from the animal it by shape suggests. 

This and the next page are bogus, advertising a book that doesn’t exist. But for those interested, consult my work The 

Double Current where I go into more detail. 

77. My Favourite Amputee. One of a number of unassigned songs that, like the others, will never be fully manifested on 

this plane. Here follows three; they are just a bit of fun, that’s all. This one was written fairly recently, about 2015. 

Although I’ve never bedded an amputee, or a woman completely limbless, a man indeed would have the advantage in 

that situation. Why? Because she can’t run away! The title is affixed to a lump of meat. This is my way of poking fun at 

those women who state that we men treat them like pieces of meat. Well, here at least, they are. So there! 

78. The Man with X-Ray Eyes. Nothing to do with the 1963 film of the same name starring Ray Milland who develops a 

serum which enables him to see beyond the physical realm, but more a state of mind, for when you have had certain 

experiences you feel that somehow you can see through people, not physically which would be impossible, but 

psychologically. Their hidden motives/agendas become apparent, and that’s what this song is really about. 



79. Dildos are Forever. A dig at the Shirley Bassey classic. The lyricist, Don Black, opined at the time he was writing the 

words that really she could be singing about penises. So I have simply spiced up the song, made it more interesting. 

(Music/lyrics: J. Barry, D. Black/Lyrics: J. Lange) 

80. Thoughts from a Vacuous Mind. This is a collection of unused snippets of poetry/lyrics/rants/ravings, mostly stream-of-

consciousness, jotted down during a drunken bout of inspiration many years ago. 

81. Ancient Remains. As above, some old poetry, unpublished heretofore.  

82. And Finally … I love fake news. I think it is our greatest asset, and the world would be far better off if there were more 

of it. For how can we tell if the news we are receiving is real or not? Any news is going to be partial because it is given 

from one perspective only, that of the reporter who may not see the complete picture, or the underlying cause behind 

an event. So therefore all news should be treated with caution, until at least the whole story has been heard and from 

various sources. Only then can a better judgement be made. Here I am poking fun at certain people who need to be 

brought down a peg or two, badly. Firstly, the monarchy. Can’t stand them and I believe sincerely this country would be 

better off without them. They have no concept of why they are here except that they just happened to have been born 

into a family which is in a certain position of power, quite forgetting why royalty was established in the first place. If we 

go back to ancient Egypt, the thinking behind setting up a pharaoh on the throne was due to him being seen as divine. 

He was not just a man but a god, an interlocutor with the other gods, in the same way that a shaman lived in this world 

but also had access to the other world. And if there was trouble and strife in the land, or the Nile failed to inundate 

properly, then the pharaoh was blamed for not living in accordance with Maat, the Truth, or the Way. He was a divine 

embodiment of the principle of life. Yet over the centuries this idea has become lost. Can we really hail our monarchs 

as being gods? Of course not. They just happen to be descendants of a so-called ‘royal’ dynasty, no different from you 

or I, and should never be placed on a pedestal or worshipped as such. I am all for abolishing the monarchy. They are a 

waste of space, a waste of tax-payers’ money and serve no purpose. May years ago I joked that if the Americans love 

our monarchy so much then they can have them. Put them up for sale or privatise them on the stock-market. Do 

anything other than let these moribund creatures fester and spawn. Secondly, J. K. Rowling just happened to get lucky 

by being in the right place at the right time. Ten years before her first book was published I was touting a similar idea 

round the publishers, but nobody was interested. Now thirty years on she’s mega-rich and worshipped the world over. 

Jealous? Me? Never! But I wish I could write shit like that and make millions out of it. Thirdly, I think it is absolutely 

deplorable that in this day and age we still see people sleeping rough on the streets, especially when the Queen—who 

is supposed to care about her people—has over 50 spare bedrooms lying empty back at her pad. I don’t see her 

offering to put up anybody for the night. Fourthly, I have no respect for the so-called Young British Artists of today who 

show no genuine creative talent, except as a business venture. There is an old song by a band called Alternative TV, 

the lyrics of which go: ‘A.R.T. = M.O.N.E.Y = CORRUPTION.’ I couldn’t agree more. Any artist who is doing it purely for 

profit should be denounced as a traitor, Damien Hirst being a good example. (I’ve lampooned some of his work. See 

The D. H. Project on Behance). Fifthly, Donald Trump should never have been made President of the USA. He only 

won the election because he had more money than the other candidates and thus could sustain the long haul to the 

Whitehouse. I just wish someone would invest in building a wall around him, preferably a thousand feet high, so we 

don’t have to see or hear from him ever again. Sixthly, I totally believe in the freedom of speech and the leaking of 

information to other parties so we can get a reasonable idea of what is going on behind closed doors. Mr Assange 

should be commended for his work, not vilified. His enemies have brought in trumped up charges just so they can put 

him in a cell and keep him quiet. The same happened with Wilhelm Reich. He was imprisoned for his thoughts! 

Seventhly, no disrespect to Angelina Jolie, or other actresses, but I am getting sick and tired of hearing how they were 

assaulted many years ago and now they’re opening up about it. A sexual assault is a serious offence and should be 

reported to the authorities immediately, not moaned about years later. Eighthly, again no offence, but would anybody 

really want to shag Angela Merkel, especially when she looks grumpy like this? Lastly, I have already addressed the 

problem of climate change, global warming, etc., in my small work The God Button, so I’m not going to repeat the 

same things here; suffice to say we need to look at the human population, how it keeps increasing, and how by 2050 it 

will be approx. 9.6 billion; that is nearly treble the size compared with 1950. The main reason we’re experiencing all 

these problems at present is because of this fact: there are too many of us. Spaceship Earth can only carry so many 

passengers. I heard a news report today as I was writing this that stated something radical has to be done soon 

otherwise we will lose over a million species of animals. Why? Because their habitation is shrinking due to us humans 

taking up more space. We are already to blame for the loss of many species in the past. Do we really want to lose any 

more? Further, deforestation, pollution (including plastic pollution), and many other factors that are currently affecting 

the natural environment are down to us simply because we treat the world as if we own it and that it’s here purely for 

our use. We need to treat the world with more respect. Remember, many animal species have been here a lot longer 

than us, but we in our arrogance think we are above them, and have the right to mistreat them and to contaminate the 

natural world. I said all this over 20 years ago. Each day there’s further proof. If the world is going to be saved it’s down 

to us! So when I see women campaigning for cleaner air, a drop in carbon emissions, green issues, or complaining 

about climate change, saying we need to do something, it really gets my goat as they’re contributing to the problem in 

the first place by insisting on having their fucking babies, the selfish cunts.  


